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names were as well known in the Old World as in the
New. James T. Fields, the head of a great Boston
publishing house, had a home - which was a centre of
attraction to literary people from the States and from
abroad; and in his pleasant house I met most of his
celebrated American friends, men and women. I haye
always felt in later years that Boston was a very dif-
ferent place to me when James Fields and so many of
his friends and companions had passed away. One of
the first distinguished Americans whose acquaintance I
had the pleasure of making in Massachusetts was James
Russell Lowell, afterwards one of the most popular men
in London society, of those who filled the office of
American Minister to the Court of St. James. Lowell,
at the time I speak of, had little idea indeed of ever
being sent to occupy such a post, and seemed to have
no ambition or inclination tending that way. He was a
professor at the university of Harvard, and had his
home in the town of Cambridge, Massachusetts, and
was not a very frequent visitor to Boston itself. As
James Fields said to me of him, Lowell was so fond of
the song of the birds at Cambridge that he could
not easily be prevailed upon to spend any time in the
city. His name was familiar to all lovers of litera-
ture in England, and, indeed, all over the world
where books -written in English were read. I think
he was best known to what I will call the outer
public in England by his immortal 4Biglow Papers' 5
his essays and his poems were read and appreciated
only by a select few. Indeed, so gifted and accom-
plished a poet as Algernon Charles Swinburne once
said to me that he did not regard Lowell as a man
actually compelled by genius and nature to write poems,
and that from no man not thus compelled could genuine
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